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Their fcuerall counlailes they vnbooiome Biall, 

T o Loucs miftooke,and lo be mockt withall, 

Vpon the next occafion that we meete, 

- With Vifiigesdifplaydc totaike and greete, 

Bgs. But Brail we dance, if they defire vs toot? 

Qaee. No,tothe death we will not rooue a foot 3 
Not to their pend fpeach render we no grace: 

But while tis (poke each turtle away his face. 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill the fpeaketshart. 

And quite diuorce hismetnorie from his part. 

Qttes, Therefore I do it, and I make nodoubt 
Thereft will ere come in, if he be out. . 

Theres no fitch fport, as fport by fportorethrowne? 

T o make theirs ours.and ours none but our owne. 

So fiiall we Bay mocking entended game, 

And they wel mockt depart away with Biame, SoundTroau 
Boy* The T rornpet foundesfic mafktjthe mafkers come, 

Enter Blacb-moores with mujlcke , the Boy with A 
fpeach,$nd the reft of theLordcsdiJguyftd. 

B age. o^Tllhatlc.the nchcjl BeautiesjuixjoeeartJa. 

Berov?- Beauties no richer then ricbTaffata. 

Bage. A holy parcel! of thefayreft dams that etter tar rid theft 
backes to mortakviewes. 

The Ladyes turne their backcs to him. 

BeroV? , Their eyes villaine, their eyes. 

V Bag. That Caen tumde their eyes to mortall vievees,., 

Out 

Boy. True ; outin deede* 

Tag. Outftyottr fmoars heaacnly fpirites vouchfafe , 'A 

Tft to beholde. 

Berov?. Once to beholde, rogue. 

Page. Once to.beholdemth your Sunne beeimdeyes t 
Wit by bar Same beamed eyes. 

Boyet. They v\ ill not anfwerc to that Epythar. 

You were befl call it Daughter beamed eyes. 

Bag. T hey do not marke me, and that bringes me out, 

Ber . Is tliisyour perfe£ines. ? begon you rogue. 

Rtf’ 



called Loucs Labor s loft. 

Bpsal, What would diefe ftranges ? 

Know their tnmdes Boyet. 

Jfdicy do fpeakeonr language, tis our will 
Thatfome plaine man recount riieir purpofesi 
Know what they wouldj 

Boyet. What would you with the Princes? 

Berov?. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation. 

Bpfi. What would they, (ay they? 

Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 

Bfa. Why that they haue,and bid them fo be gon. 

Boy. she faies you haue it,and you may be gon. 

King. Say to her wc haue mealurd many miles. 

To treade a Meafure with her on this grafie. 

Boy. -They fay that they haue meafurd many a mile. 

To tread a Meafure with you on this grafle. 

Rofi. It is not fo .Afke them how manie inches 

Is in one mile? It ttrey ham. im.afuitd manic, 

The meafure then otone is eafiie tolde. 

Boy. If to come hither, you haue meafurdc miles,' 

And manic milesjthc PrinccfTe bids you tell. 

How manie inches doth fill vp one mile? 

Bero'ft. Tellher we meafure them by weerie flcpjr.;. 

Boy. She heares her felfe* 

Rgfi. How manie weeriefteps. 

Of manie weerie miles you haue ore gone, 

Bero. We number nothing that we fpend for ydu. 

Our ductie is fo rich,fo infinite. 

That we may do it Bill without accompt . 

Vouchfafe to fiiew the funfliineofyourfaqej 
That we(likc fauages) may worfliip it, 
j Bo/a. My face is but a Moone,and clouded too. 

King. B idled are cloudes,to do as fuch cloudes do.' 
Vouchfafe bright Moone, and thefethy Starts to Biine, 
(Thofe cloudes remoouca)vpon our waterieeyne, 

Rofi. O vaine peticioner, begg a greater matter. 

Thou now requefts but Moonefliiae in the water. 

Then in our meafure,do but vouchfafe one change, 
G 4 Thou 
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